Viewer discretion is advised. Dark themes might not be suitable for everyone. 

Connected 

Berlin, 1942. 1 day after the battle of Stalingrad. 

News had just made its way to Berlin of the battle of Stalingrad that started the day before. I saw 
it in the paper by the bus stop. Operation Barbarossa, otherwise known as the Invasion of the 
USSR, started a year prior, and German troops had finally arrived in the city of Stalingrad. 
Having been transported just a few hours ago, I had to figure out where I was and when. The 
Berlin Tower and Nazi banners hanging everywhere gave it away, and the newspaper of course 
having the date on it helped me confirm it. I darted towards the nearest public restroom in the 
city, and immediately changed into my uniform. I soaked my hair in the sink and dyed it as fast 
as I could, trimmed it to a shorter length, and Combed it as straight as possible. I placed the blue 
contacts in my eyes gently, then looked up into the mirror to see an entirely new person, a little 
boy in a country of hate and discrimination. In his eyes, I saw fear, anger, and hopelessness, as 
did many people living in Germany at the time. I almost forgot the boy was me. I equipped a 
swastika armband I had in my rucksack to my left arm, the side it was worn on by soldiers. 
Putting it on was like drawing my own blood with a needle. It hurt but I knew it had to be done 
for my own safety. Once I had finished changing, I exited the restroom, entering as Max 
Moreno-Baker, and left as Ernst Moller-Becker. I searched for the nearest youth hostel from my 
location, and found one near Brandenburg gate. As I almost entered I realized I had no money. 
Looking across the street, a poster caught my eye. I found a bakery across the street. There was a 
flyer posted on the glass of the shop that read ‘Arbeit in der Bäckerei Grimm gesucht. 


‘1,50 Reichstag pro Stunde’. 


I thought this was a good opportunity to snag some cash, and the youth hostel cost only 4 
Reichstag a night, so I figured that this job would cover my rent. I crossed the street and entered 
the shop. Inside there was a woman, looking to be in about her 40’s. She locked eyes with me as 
the bell on the door chimed when I opened it. She said in a booming voice, “Hallo junger 
Mann!" "Gibt es etwas, wonach Sie heute suchen?” 

I was about to reply when the smell of the bakery hit me in the face like a strong gust of wind. It 
smelled of fresh bread and Pastries, and a feeling I hadn’t felt since last time I had transported to 
the past. After an awkward silence I returned to consciousness and replied “Ja, I’m looking for a 
job to pay for my stay at the youth hostel. I saw your poster from across the street and I thought 

it would be a nice place to work considering how close it was to my stay.” 

The woman’s face lit up a little, almost as a face of calmness from stress. She replied in a calmer 
tone “Oh thank gott. We have been stressed out since demand for food has gone up since the war 
began.” "Mein Name ist Heike, Heike Zimmermann.” 

Heike had Dark brown, straight hair that was in a ponytail. She had brown eyes that expressed 
lots of emotion. “This is Grimm Backerei, it's named after my father who fought in the first 
world war. I work here with my daughter, Brigitte. We are in charge of the bakery while my 
husband, Johannes, is out at war on the eastern front.” “We have needed more workers since he 
joined the military in 1939, so I’m glad to see you are interested in working here!” 

As she had stopped speaking, a young girl around my age. She had Wavy, lighter brown hair than 
Heike. Her eyes were a brown-hazel complexity, similar to mine. who looked to be 16-ish, 
appeared around the corner holding a pan with bread that had steam coming off of it. I noticed 


that there was a staircase that went upstairs behind her, which meant that they lived here too, 


which isn’t uncommon in shops like this. The girl stopped and looked at my armband and made a 
slightly disappointed face. She said “Is he applying for a job?” 

Heike replied, “Ja! Er ist staying across the street at the youth hostel and would like to help us 
out! I thought it was a great idea since we have been getting overworked recently.” 

Brigitte quietly sighed and turned away. She brought the bread to one of the displays near the 
right side of the store while avoiding eye contact with me. Heike said “Anyways, you are hired. 
You can work for however long you want from 8 am to 7 pm as those are our hours.” 

I responded “Might as well work them all since I’ve got nothing better to do.” 

As I finished speaking, a young nazi soldier, looking to be in his early 20’s entered the store, 
asking for some food. Heike’s smile faded quickly and made a more serious face. “Hello Franz! 
What can we get for you this morning?” 


The soldier responded “Just my usual order, zwei apfelsdtruden bitte.” 


Heike grabbed two apple strudels from the display near the register, and used oven mitts as to not 
contaminate the dessert. The soldier grabbed the Strudels, paid, and said thanks. He left and 
Heike mumbled to herself “Nazi-Miull” 

just loud enough for me to hear. I was a little confused and she noticed my face of confusion and 
immediately responded “Anyways, we need you to go to the kitchen and bake bread, as that is 
what is in high demand. That is your first assignment. Brigitte will coach you.” “Danke Frau” 

I replied, and headed to the kitchen where I found Brigitte already working on the bread. She 
gave me a stern look as I walked over and asked for instructions. She said in an annoyed voice 


“Step one, take off that stupid armband.” 


She ripped off my arm and threw it in the trashcan across the room. I caught off guard so I said 
“what the hell’d you do that for?” 

She grabbed me, pulled me close and said right into my ear “I’m saving you from being 
brainwashed into something horrible.” 

She let go with a push and said “Step two, mix these ingredients.” She placed a bowl of flour 
and water on the table and said “Now mix.” I walked over to the bowl and attempted to mix the 
ingredients, but it was surprisingly stronger than I thought and could barely mix it. Brigitte 
stopped me and said “Oh mein gott, no. Have you ever done this before?!” 

I shook my head without saying anything. She sighed and said “Just watch.” I watched as she 
mixed the bowl of what felt like cement with ease. Within a minute it had already become stiff 
enough to start rolling on the table. After showing me all the steps in about ten minutes, she put 
the batter in the oven and said “Ok, now that you know how this works, I’m gonna go talk to my 
mom and when I come back in ten minutes you better have some bread in the oven.” 

I nodded without question and got right on it. While I was working I started to question these 
people, their actions. Heike swiftly changed personalities when the soldier walked in, Brigitte 
ripping off the armband, these were all bizarre actions until it hit me. These people aren’t nazi 
supporters. I had known of “rebels” before but only in places like France, not right in the heart of 
the nazi Capital. I was filled with relief at the thought, as I had assumed that I would have to 
disguise myself from everybody, but I guess not. After ten minutes I was in the process of 
putting the unbaked bread into the oven when Brigitte walked into the kitchen. There was a look 
of surprise and pride on her face, which are emotions I had not seen her use yet. She crossed her 


arms and said “I guess I’m a good teacher after all”. I set the time on the oven, closed it, and 


turned around and said “Nope, I’m just a fast learner”. She made an upset smile and said “alright 
alright. Just keep this going until 12:00. I will be popping in and out occasionally to check in”. 

I nodded and she turned around and left. I heard a pair of footsteps going up the stairs and faint, 
muffled voices. I could only make out a few words like “still, hiding, how long, and Gestapo.” 
The conversation was about 20 minutes in length. I realized that all the Nazi attire I had on was 
probably not a good look in this place, so I took off any flags or badges resembling the country. 
After the conversation, Heike came down stairs to check my progress. She noticed the flags and 
badges missing from my outfit and said “What happened to the little Patriot?” 

I responded, “It didn’t really suit me.” 

Heike changed her expression to a smirk with a relaxed look in her eyes as if saying “It seems 
we have found another one.” 

She left and I took out my third, fully baked bread and placed it on the table as it steamed. It was 
twelve o’clock exactly and Brigitte returned to tell me that it was lunch break. As I left the 
kitchen, I saw Heike turning the Open/closed side to where the closed side faces outside. In the 
bakery there were 4 round tables with 4 chairs at each table. Heike, Brigitte, and I sat at the table 
closest to the displays on the right. Heike began “So far we have made 60 Reichstag. That's more 
than we’ve made all week.” 

Heike said with a smile. “Probably thanks to our new employee! Sir-” 

Heike realizes they have forgotten to even ask my name. “Oh mein gott! Ich habe vergessen! 
"Was ist dein Name?” 

The question caught me off guard. I forgot I had changed my name after arriving. I stuttered: 


"Mein...mein Name ist Ernst Moller-Becker.” 


The two paused and looked at eachother. “M6ller-Becker?” “Ich habe diesen Namen noch nie 
gehört”, 
said Heike. I responded, “It's a Frankfurt thing.” 

They didn’t ask after that, but Brigitte gave a look of “yeah right.” “Anyways”, 
said Heike “Have you seen the paper today? The Nazi’s have reached Stalingrad and have 
engaged in a fight.” 

I think for a second, remembering the paper I saw this morning. “Yeah I had heard. Took them a 
while, I wonder how it will turn out.” 

I said knowing the outcome, that the Russian winter and will to fight would win the battle, but I 
kept silent. Heike started “Anyways enough about the war. I have yet to ask Ernst, how long are 
you staying in Berlin? What do you have planned to do here?” 

I hadn’t thought about my response to a question like that yet, thankfully I’m quick to make up 
lies. I responded “I’m here as long as I can be. I do not know when I’ll be returning to Frankfurt, 
but probably not for a while.” 

Heike made a look that said “that seems like a while.” 

She responded with “You know, since the war started inflation has gone up and since you have 
said you’ll be in Berlin for a while...why don’t you stay here for free? It would be much less of a 
hassle to simply walk downstairs every morning than a few blocks, ja?” 

My face lit up. We must have noticed since hers did too. Brigitte responded fast with “Um, whos 
room will ha stay in?” “The unused attic! We have basically nothing in there except for sleeping 
supplies that we don’t use that we finally can.” 

The three of us spent around 30 minutes renovating the attic upstairs and turning it into a 


bedroom miniature bedroom. “There” 


said Heike with pride in her voice. “A lovely little bedroom. I’m surprised we haven’t done this 
sooner, but I guess we haven’t had an occupant that needed it.” 

I responded “Thank you so much. This will save me a lot of money and time.” 

Heike nodded with a smile and went downstairs with Brigitte to talk. I waltzed around my room 
investigating the area to see where I could put my stuff. It was a small space, maybe the size of 
two modern day bathrooms put together. There was a round table with a plaid red cloth in the left 
corner from the door, and a round rug with colorful patterns going around it. There was a pile of 
ripped up newspapers and propaganda leaflets, some of them were burned. My suspicions grew 


about these people, but so did my comfort and feeling of safety. 


July 19, 1942. 

It was day two of living in Berlin. My task for today was on a small note on the round 
table in my room which I moved to my bed as a bedside table. The note had my tasks for the day 
and any other updates involving the bakery. 

The note read: “Tasks: Grab ingredients from Herr Himmel s grocery and convenience 
store. Herr Himmel is the man who runs the store. I have already placed the order, so just say 
that I sent you. Second task. Run the bakery like usual, take orders and sell food. I will be out for 
a while in Hamburg while I try to strike a deal with a food company to get constant resupplies of 
food. Brigitte is at high school and will be back at around 2:30. If anything happens just play it 


cool, and don t ask questions.” 


That last part was a little weird. Don’t ask questions? I mean, I guess that's a question 


isn’t it? I walked outside to the sidewalk. Reading the address on the note that was given to me, I 


looked around to see what street the shop was on. As I was only about a block away, I overheard 
yelling and less than a minute later I saw where it came from. There were 3 soldiers gathered 
around the outside of a small building, no larger than the bakery, with a taller man with a more 
formal, black uniform. It was a member of the Gestapo. His eyes. Two Frozen, Stern gray-blue 
eyes that stood out. The look of a man who works hard to support what he believes, stopping at 
no cost. One of the soldiers kicked down the door with his boot and entered swiftly with his 
Karabiner 98k in his hands in ready position, almost like a swat invasion of today. The Gestapo 
man walked into the building with his pistol out. The other two soldiers followed suit. Not even 
30 seconds later, there was a loud scream followed by the flash of a light through the curtains, as 
well as a bang sound. I stood in shock from across the street as my mind could only put together 
what happened. An armored truck pulled over in front of the building just as two bodies were 
dragged out and tossed into the truck. For only a second I could see the faces of the corpses. A 
young woman appears to be in her late 20’s, and a young man without any hair appears to be 
between 15 and 18. He had a necklace with the star of David on it, which was taken off of him 
by the Gestapo man and tossed down a storm drain next to the car. Immediately I understood 
what had just happened. The woman must have been hiding the boy in her house, which is a 
Crime in Germany to house a jewish person. I suddenly remembered the dangers of being here, 
in Berlin, the very heart of Nazi Germany. I was surprised to see someone housing a jewish 
person in Berlin, seeing as how they were swarmed with troops, but I guess there are lots of 
brave people around, everywhere. I felt sorry for the two, but also a sense of pride in knowing 
that they were doing everything they could to protect those in danger. I tried to shake the event 
that just unfolded in front of me as I continued my way to Herr Himmel’s. I walked into the store 


and the bell on the door rang, signaling the cashier's attention. He quickly snapped his eyes 


toward me. Based only on his gaze, he seemed like an energetic, outgoing young man. His 
Golden-Brown eyes emitted a feeling of protection, and bravery. To stop at nothing to do what's 
right. The man called out “Papa!” “Wir haben eine Kunden.” 

A taller man, who appears to be about 64, walks into the room from the back store 
holding a brown box wrapped in a thin layer of tan string. His eyes, a Hazy green color showed 
purity, and regret. The man had dark brown hair and seemed to be in his early forties. He spoke 
in a loud voice but a light tone “Are you here for Heike?” 

I nodded. The man walked over with a stern look, almost as if he’s. trying to avoid 
showing emotion. As he approached, however, his expression changed to a more relaxed face. I 
keep noticing this around. People seem to be really skeptical and suspicious of everyone. I’ve 
only seen people drop the Skepticism when I’m around. Maybe they can see through my 
disguise, that I’m not one of them. The man placed the box in my hand and I handed him the 
money. “Danke schön.” 

The man said in a more polite tone. As I was turning to leave the man grabbed my coat 
from behind and held me in place. I was startled but then noticed he didn’t move. His eyes were 
locked on something. He tossed me behind the counter. He gestured to stay quiet. Just then, a 
soldier walked in. He questioned the man, who must be herr Himmel. Himmel dogged all his 
questions with single word responses. The soldier made an annoyed face and muttered something 
as he left. Herr Himmel picked me back up and began “Junge Mann, you have to be careful out 
there. They are starting to investigate anyone they see just because they can. They are purging 
their own people! Please stay out of trouble as much as you can, we don’t need our country's 
youth to get brainwashed like the rest of them!” 


I stood with wide eyes. “I understand,” 


I replied, being more aware of my surroundings. The man looked at me with concern and 
nodded. “Go. Return to your residents. Don’t get too comfortable and stay on alert. They are 
everywhere.” 

I nodded, turned around, and walked out of the store. I started to run back home after 
what I heard. I tried to be as unsuspicious as possible. I made it back to Grimm’s and brought the 
box inside and opened it. It was full of ingredients for baking bread, and a few toppings. Nothing 
out of the ordinary. That was until I noticed a note wrapped on the inside of the wrapping on the 
box. I was confused and skeptical of the note, but I read it anyway. The note read ‘Update. 
Freidrichswerer still active, Reichstag has been reinforced. Underground efforts in France 
increased, Warsaw and Paris under heavy occupation, casualties increasing by the day. 
Remember 5, 7, 45.’ The information burned into my mind. I had forgotten that things were 
happening all over Europe, even the world. I hate thinking about what could be happening in 
these places right now. 5, 7, 45. What could this mean? I'll try and figure it out later. Right now 


I’ve got some bread to bake. 


September 28, 1942 
Journal Entry 27: It's been almost two months now. I don t even know how long I’ve been away in 


my time. But I figured I might as well focus on the present or uh, Past? I just try not to think 


about time anymore. Thankfully I haven t been involved in anything yet involving Nazi’. Heike 
returned from Hamburg a few days ago, she was gone longer than she said she would. Brigitte 
and I don t talk much, only if I need help while I’m trying to bake. It’s the weekend, so I get a free 
day today to do whatever. No one is home. Heike has been really busy lately, she says she is 
trying to get people to sponsor the business, but she seems to be very secretive about it. Brigitte 
has been very busy with school. She wants to leave Germany and become an architect in 
America, but her school is teaching them how to fight in war and work in factories, which is also 
why she is still at school even though it's the weekend. Heike went to the school and said I cant 
go because I’m helping the war effort, which they gladly accepted as an answer, so I don t have 
to go to school. Over the last month I took Mr. Himmel 5 advice and stayed inside most of the 


time, baking bread and selling it. End of Journal Entry. 


September 30, 1942 

Today is Wednesday, a short work day. My shift has already ended, so I’m going to spend my 
earnings for the day to treat myself to some candy. I figured I would stroll around the streets of 
Berlin as well, against Herr Himmels advice. As long as I don’t stand out, I should be fine. I 
made it a few blocks south when I noticed a poster on the wall. It read ‘Hitler returns to Berlin to 
deliver a mind changing speech! Come hear his words of inspiration and clarity!’ 

I figured I have nothing better to do today so I figured I might as well go listen to some angry 
guy talk about how great Germany is. I arrived at the Sportpalast and there were people gathered 
around outside the building. Large crowds of people trying to get in. I managed to squeeze by all 
the people and made my way to a seat inside. There both seats next to me were empty which was 


weird because I expected the place to be more packed than it was. Not long later, the man 


arrived. He walked up to his podium and began his speech. ‘MY GERMAN FELLOW 


COUNTRYMEN AND WOMEN, MY COMRADES! 


AT PRESENT EVERYBODY SPEAKS BEFORE TE FORUM WHICH SEEMS TO THEM 
TH: MOST FITTING. SOME SPEAK BEFORE A PARLIAMENT WHOSE EXISTENCE, 


COMPOSITION AND ORIGIN (ARE WELL KNOWN). 


1 BELIEVE THAT 1 SHOULD RETURN AGAIN TODAY WEENCE 1 CAME, NAMELY TO 
TH: PEOPLE. BECAUSE YOU ARE ALL REPRESENTATIVES OF THIS NATION WITH 
TH: ONE DIFFERENCE THAT YOU ARE NOT GETTING ANY SALARIES, AND 
OFTEN IT IS MORE DIFFICULT FOR YOU TO COME TO SUCH DEMONSTRATIONS, 
MORE DIFFICULT THAN FOR TH SO-CALLED QUALIFIED REPRESENTATIVES OF 


THOSE DEMOCRACIES. 


BEFORE WE ENTER THE TENTH YEAR OF TH NATIONAL SOCIALIST GERMAN 
STATE, IT IS APPROPRIATE THAT WE SHOULD LOOK INTO OUR PAST, AND ONCE 
AGAIN OCCUPY OURSELVES WITH TH: PRINCIPLES OF OUR EXISTENCE, OF OUR 
LIFE, AND OF OUR VICTORY... His voice echoed throughout the building, his words, so 
sharp and powerful. Hearing him talk was like listening to Knives scraping on someone's skin, 
occasionally cutting the skin with harsh words of hatred and disgust. After every pause the crowd 
would cheer with support, an ear splitting screeching accompanied by the applause of hands who 
work to make the empire grow, the very same empire who will turn on them. I sat there for hours 
listening to words I never thought a person could say. I guess this was no person. After the 
speech I sat in silence as the final cheer from the crowd erupted in a volcano of obscurity. I left 


without emotion on my face, walking past people cheering and recapping the speech with pride. I 


went back to the bakery and sat at the table, staring into the void, now realizing that being here in 


this time is not like anything history tells us it is. It is much, much worse. 


October 2, 1942 

It’s almost 12:00, my lunch break. I tried my best to forget about the speech but the words still 
linger in the air. As I’m on my way to a table to sit down, a man walks in. A soldier. A 
commander. He was dressed in a full black suit, marked with SS on it. He had his officer cap on, 
and many badges and metals near his chest. He had a pistol in a holster by his side. He turned 
and looked at me as I was about to take a bite of my food. His eyes, a Bright green. They 
displayed power, dignity, and empathy. His gaze softened when he saw me. He started “Hallo! 
Can I have a Strudel please?” 

The man spoke in a friendly tone, which kind of surprised me. I replied “Sure!” 

and walked behind the register to grab the Strudel. After I picked it up I walked to the register 
and wrapped it. I handed it to the man and expected him to be on his way, but he didn’t move. 
Instead, he gave me a confused look. “Is something wrong, sir?” 


I said. “You didn’t ask me to pay.” 


The man said. I was dumbfounded. We haven’t had a soldier pay before, we just give it to them 
for free. “Sorry sir, we often give them out for free.” 

I replied. “Well, how else are you supposed to make a living?” The man placed the money on the 
counter and I put it in the register. “Care to talk?” 

Said the man. “I’ve got nothing better to do.” 

I replied. We walked to one of the tables and sat down. The man seemed very relaxed for being a 
busy officer. He didn’t look worried by what was happening. The man started “I don’t know if 
you care much about the war but have you heard that our men have reached Stalingrad?” 

I responded “I have heard. It seems like Germany has the upper hand on everything.” 

The man snapped back quickly “They are Dead! The winter is coming, they are undersupplied, 
walking into Russia’s most cared about city! Even more than Moscow!” 

I stood with wide eyes as the man expressed his anger. He continued “The Russians had time to 
move their factories east, they will be back up and running in no time. Our soldiers are walking 
right into hell. Hitler is getting way too cocky and dependent on our commanders. He thinks it’Il 
be a swift victory but if only he would listen to us then maybe he won’t get his ass handed to 
him!” 

I stood, knowing that what he was saying was right. “Sigh sorry kid, I didn’t mean to push all of 
that onto you. I’m just pissed at how our country is being run. Germany is running itself into a 
wall. This battle is going to end badly and it will only go downhill from there. The allies will see 
us struggling on the eastern front, then see an opportunity to strike back on the western front.” 

I continued to sit and listen. He started again “To be honest, I could care less about who wins the 


war, I’m just angry that the side I was signed to is too stupid to win. I know that by the time 


Germany falls in a few years, I'll be halfway around the world enjoying the sun on the beach 
without having to worry about getting invaded from all sides.” 

I asked “Are you going to desert the military?” 

He was quiet for a second, then replied in a softer tone “Probably. This war isn’t doing me any 
favors, that's for sure.” I paused for a second, thinking of what to say. “Have you heard about the 
atrocities being committed? Mostly against Jewish people?” 

He paused “Oh yeah...I had heard. But from the soldiers’ side, they talked about how we were 
doing the world a favor but were very vague about what was actually happening to them. A few 
of my men are jewish but they kept it a secret so they don’t get killed.” 

I replied “They are sending them to work camps and killing them for living. It's brutal, criminal, 
and inhumane. The things that they are doing to them is something I can’t even find the words to 
describe.” 

The man paused. I could see in his eyes that he was contemplating what he was doing. Almost as 
if a switch was flipped he said “I’m causing this, aren't I?” 

I nodded. The only thing I could see in his face was regret. Almost like his face was losing color. 
“Someone has to do something.” 

He said with determination. I knew he was determined, but that he also didn’t know what to do. 
In an attempt to lighten the mood, I brought up the note. “Do you think you can help me decipher 
this note?” 

I handed it to him and his expression went from sadness to seriousness and as if he had just 
discovered something he had been searching for. “How did you get this?!” 

He shouted in a whispering tone. His expression changed yet again, turning towards realization. 


“Where did you get the note?!” 


I paused in shock. He knows about the note, but how? I replied “You Know about the note?” 
We stared at each other, connections being made behind our eyes. I’m not the only one who 
knows about the contents of the note, and clearly he does. Others must know too, but how many? 
How would they even know? He started “You can’t let anyone know this. Has Heike seen the 
note yet?” 

I forgot to show her the note. I kept it under my desk upstairs. I shook my head “No she hasn’t. 
P1 show it to her as soon as she returns home today.” 

He breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay, just make sure she gets the note. We all have to know about 
this.” 

He got up to leave but before he did he turned around and said “Rainier, Wolfgang Rainier.” 

I responded “Ernst” 

He smiled and gestured to keep quiet about this. I nodded and he turned to walk out the door. I 
was confused again, thoughts rushing through my mind. He said We know, so that confirms that 


there are others who know. But how? 


Not long after Wolfgang left, Heike returned. As she entered the store I ran upstairs and grabbed 
the note, then ran back down. She looked confused. “Someone has somewhere to be.” 

She said jokingly. I let out a little laugh and replied “It's more serious than that.” 

Her expression dropped. I handed her the note. 


Her expression changed to surprise when she read it. “Where did you get this?” 


October 5, 1942 


We spent the last few days discussing the note. I told her the same things I said to Wolfgang, 
about the Updates around Europe, and the numbers. As I told her everything her face dropped 
and almost appeared to lose color. “We need to leave. If Nazi’s come to our home they will 
search until they find this note. It is pivotal they do not get it.” 

I nodded in agreement. At the time I didn’t know the power I had in my hands. Literally. Heike 
said “Then it has begun. They were right.” 

I was confused by what she said but didn’t ask any questions. 

She turned the note over and held it up to the light in the room. Words bled through the paper 
that said ‘Finde den Bote’. Heike turned to me and said “you.” 

I replied “What?” 

She replied quickly “Nevermind, it's not important right now. What is important is we need to 
leave. I know a place we can go, a bunker in the Austrian Alps. It will be safe there. Pack your 
things, I’ll go talk to Brigitte. Hurry.” 

I ran upstairs and began to toss everything I had into my rucksack. Everything fit and I went 
outside to put my stuff in the car. Heike had unlocked it while I was upstairs, so I placed my 
rucksack by my feet and waited. Not long after, they both left the shop. I saw Heike lock the 
door and speed walk to the car. Heike put their stuff in the trunk and climbed into the driver’s 
seat. Brigitte followed suit and went into the passenger seat. Brigitte looked unfazed while Heike 
was panicking. She started the car and we began on our way. The Streets of Berlin were very 
busy and crawling with Nazi’s. We’d made it to the outskirts where we encountered Guards. 
There were only a few, but we couldn’t just go past even though we are citizens. I hunched down 


behind the seat and covered myself with a blanket so the guards couldn’t see me. I made a little 


peakhole where I could still see but not be seen. Heike pulled into the crossing station and began 
conversing with the guard. “Hallo frau, where are you heading to?” 

“Hallo, we're going south to visit family in Dresden. May we pass?” 

Heike was a very convincing liar, and could come up with lies on the spot. “Ja, you can. Just a 
quick check to make sure you're not spies. We’ve been seeing a lot of them lately.” 

The man shined his flashlight into the car and began to search from outside of the window. His 
flashlight scanned the trunk which was mostly just shop supplies and equipment. His light then 
moved to the backseat where I was hiding. I was as still as a stone as his light passed the 
peakhole. I closed my eyes when it did so it wouldn’t reflect. He then made a final check in the 
front and something caught his eye. “Was ist das?” 

He looked into the car and saw the note that we got from Herr Himmel. Fortunately, the note had 
been folded to where only the numbers were showing. He asked about the numbers. Heike 
responded “It's the address of our family’s house in Dresden, sir.” 

The man looked at Heike and shrugged it off. “Okay, be on your way. Watch out for rebels.” 
“Yes sir.” 

The man reached his arm into the air and saluted. Heike nodded in response, which the man 
made a face at, but opened the gate. 

We kept silent and I stayed in my spot for a few more minutes until Heike gave the greenlight to 
get back up. She started “That was the most stressful thing that has ever happened to me.” I 
nodded in agreement, mimicking her face. Brigitte continued to seem unfazed. She’s really good 
at hiding emotions, especially fear. She stayed quiet, staring out the window at the forest we 


were passing by. My mind had forgotten about the crossing event by now and was rethinking 


about things that happened before we left. I remembered when Heike read the note when we held 
it up to the light and it said ‘Finde den Bote’. 

“Heike, why did you say ‘you’ when you read the note earlier?” 

Heike paused, thinking about what to say next. She started “The note had not been written in our 
time.” 

I was confused. Not written in our time? What does that mean? 

“What do you mean not in our time?” 

Heike continued “It wasn’t written in our time, it was written in yours.” 

I was stunned. Did she know I wasn’t from here? But how? 

She started again “ The paper the note is written on is branded. No such brand exists in our 
time.” 

I grabbed the note from the front and looked at it. The paper had the name of a brand that I used 
in my house, my house in my time, that is. 

“But how did this note get here? I didn’t bring it with me?” 

I had already accepted that Heike knows that I’m from the future, so I began talking about it like 
it's normal. 


“But, you did. When we get to the bunker, there is someone I want you to meet.” 


October 9, 1942 
We had traveled for days and finally arrived in German-occupied Austria. The Bunker was in the 
alps, which were under defended, which meant soldiers weren't stationed in this area. We came 


upon a very tall mountain, which was flatter at the top, and covered in trees. In the trees the 


bunker was hidden, only a radar dish and spire poked out of the bunker. Next to the dish there 
was a little speaker device. Heike spoke into it and said “5, 7, 45.” 

The bunker opened vertically and Heike drove the car down into the bunker. It was massive, it 
even had a parking space. She parked the car in one of the six spaces. We gathered our things and 
walked to a door. There was a camera next to the door. Heike said that they needed face 
recognition to get in. Heike and Brigitte were confirmed, but when it was my turn the screen next 
to the window said ‘Unknown’. 

I was too distracted by how futuristic the base looked, even for my time, that I didn’t notice the 
door opened. A tall man walked into the lot. He had Dark Brown, Curly hair. Eyes the color of 
coffee. I couldn’t help but notice the advanced looking watch on his wrist. He caught me looking 
but shrugged it off. He walked towards me, shock filled his eyes, and a wide smile covered his 
face. He looked at me and said “Are you Ernst? “Ernst Méller-Becker?” 

I was caught off guard. How did he know my name? I never mentioned it to this unknown man, 
and Heike hadn’t told him. 

“How...how do you know my name?” 

The man looked at me and said “Your fake name, that is.” 

His response triggered a feeling of familiarity. He continued “Max, isn’t it? Moreno-Baker?” 

It is. It is my name. The man started again, “It’s my name too.” 

I looked at him. At his face. It was like looking into a mirror. It was, looking into a mirror. A 
mirror of age. I was terrified for a second “Wait this isn’t possible, we can’t interact or won’t the 
universe collapse in on itself?!” I said. He looked at me and said “That's the common idea, but 
it's wrong. Time is manipulatable, to the point where we can interact. The Quantum realm 


renders useless. There is a supernatural force capable of bending reality.” 


He led us down a hallway and showed us around as I tried to piece together how this works. We 
put our stuff in our own rooms. After I finished setting up my stuff, he requested that we go to a 
room, just the two of us. He led me to a dark room, with a weird device in it and a bunch of 
controls and tech lining the walls. He pointed at his wrist, at the watch. He went to the table and 
grabbed one that looked identical. “Here.” 

He said. “Try it on.” 

I adjusted it to fit. Just as I did I saw him disappear in a flash of Ultra violet. He came back in 3 
seconds holding a viking shield. “How is this possible?! Also where did that come from?” 

“It's a power possessed by abusing the power of the Unknown force into an electronic device, 
that device lies in the rupture in reality that gives the ability to transport, however it is only able 
to take us places that are in our ancestral heritage. You got here from interacting with electricity 
at the rupture point, in your room.” 

I remembered. I was electrocuted in my room trying to plug something in, and teleported to 
Indiana, where I accidentally interacted with electricity again at the rupture point almost 
immediately after I got there. After that I knew that that is where my mother grew up, therefore 
leading me to believe that transport happens in heritage, so I prepared in case it were to happen 
again, putting together supplies in a backpack, and it happened again, which is how I got to 
Germany. He continued “It's possible to manipulate where in time you go using the wrist watch, 
which also acts as a portable rupture point, so no matter where you are, so long as you have the 
wrist watch, it will always be possible to transport.” 

It made sense. But I still had questions. “If you had this power, then why haven’t you gone back 


to normal time?” 


“Because I knew that it would be a paradox, and another me-you would also come here. So I had 
to prepare for the event when you arrived here. I knew you would make your way to the bunker 
because I had taken the same path. However, you can’t be somewhere forever, only 10 years. 
I’ve been here since 1933, and because it is 1942, I will have to return to my time before the year 
ends, so I have two months to teach you everything I know so you can pick up the reins for when 
you come back.” 

“Then why did you go to 1933?” 

“Because in the reality in which this paradox didn’t happen, the Nazi’s won the war. Us being 
here is necessary for Germany’s defeat. Since 1933, I have been causing minor headaches 
throughout Germany, insignificant problems individually, but combined create even bigger 
headaches, like a chain reaction, one Germany can't come back from. I’ve been setting up bases 
and recruiting rebels all across Europe.” I suddenly realized the importance of me being here. I 
have to pick up the work that Older me had started, as I remembered he mentioned that it was 
only possible to exist for ten years at a time in the past, and it had almost been 10 years since he 


had been here, and he knew that too. 


November 6, 1942 

Today, (in like 80 years) would be our two cats' birthdays. Older me, which I now refer to as 
“elder” par his request, also knew. It was pretty much irrelevant to mention it today but, we gotta 
keep spirits up somehow. It has been a month since we first arrived at the bunker, and Elder has 
been teaching me the functions of the many devices he invented. He keeps explaining the 
importance of this knowledge and how nobody can know about it, obviously, or things would go 


south. He also explained that he would be leaving mid december and would not be returning so 


as to not mess up the paradox or get stuck here forever, which he said I should do too. He also 
mentioned that I was the last line in the paradox, only us two ever existed and no more would. 
All of his discoveries were made only once, and he said that before I returned to my time I would 
have to destroy all the technology and bury it so no one could ever find it, and that once I 
returned to my time after destroying the tech would the electricity glitch stop so I won’t 
accidentally return again. He had also been showing me all the minor issues he had caused 
throughout Nazi Germany, most notably tampering with political elections and spreading false 
plans. “I have gotten many random, uneducated soldiers to become officers and commanders by 
giving higher-ups crafted letters of fake promotion. Majority of them signed the letters, causing 
disorganized fighting and military strategy.” I’m surprised that this worked, considering that the 
letters were staged, but the German higher ups must have been really cocky and not doing 
thorough checks. “I also have rigged up a mine system in many of the political structures in 
multiple cities, including bunkers in Normandy. This is what will set them off.” He gestured 
towards a glowing red button on the wall. I desperately wanted to press it for fun but he stopped 
me. “I feel the same way but you must resist, there is a specific time we need to do this. The 
Winter, when the Russians begin their counter attack. Set them off on the day I leave. The mines 
in Normandy will ignite the ground beneath the bunkers and cause a chain reaction with nearby 
vehicles, causing mass destruction. The Germans will attempt to rebuild the bunkers but D-day 
will happen in the middle of it and the Germans will be caught off guard, losing the battle. All of 
the damage that we caused in Germany was never documented by the Germans so that way it 
seems that all is operating normally and there are no problems, which will ultimately be the fall 
of the regime.” It started to make sense. All I had learned of Nazi Germany made it sound 


indestructible, it only made sense that it was destroyed from the inside. 


November 15, 1942. 

I finally learned all the tasks I have to do. One, I have to detonate the mines on December 25, 
since it will be a holiday and the military would probably be celebrating. Two, after detonating 
the bombs I have to bring a hard drive to the future that has all the information of what 
happened, find a device that could show the files, then return to 1933 and place the device and 
the drive in a Box with the numbers “5, 7, 45” on it in case the time portal would be opened 
again and whoever went back new what to do and put the box where the bunker is to be built, 
and finally nu. number three, Destroy all of the technology after I return to the future so I can 
make it back safe. I am to burn the tech in the desert once I return home. I will burn it in the 
desert since my family in the present time had planned a vacation to Las Vegas, so we could 
make a pitstop at a gas station and I could light the tech on fire. DO NOT keep ANY remnants of 


the tech operational, and never mention the event ever. Should be easy enough. 


December 25, 1942. 

Today is the day. I said my goodbyes to Heike and Brigitte, and thanked them for keeping me 
alive and taking care of me. They said that they would return to Berlin and continue to find spies 
and save lives. I nodded with respect as they left the bunker in their car. “Wanna press the 
button?” Said Elder. I darted towards the control room eager to press the red flashing button. “Do 
it.” I pressed the button as we watched the monitors that showed live footage of the locations of 
the mines. We watched as government buildings were set ablaze as well as the bunkers in 
Normandy. The soldiers were cursing, trying to figure out what was going on. Elder grabbed a 


modern cell phone from his pocket and started calling someone. “Who is it?” I asked clueless as 


to why he had a modern phone in the first place. “The allies.” He responded in a calm voice. I 
was shocked. He never mentioned that the allies were involved in our operation, though I was 
completely on board. “We are gonna tell them that the time to strike is now. They have been in 
on it for a while, though I never brought it up so you weren't stressed out by arguably the most 
politically important people on the planet knowing of our situation. Don’t worry about us, they 
said they would keep quiet about us, so we'll be fine.” I smiled and felt a sense of inspiration in 
the moment. Elder walked across the room into a capsule with a sliding glass door. It looked like 
the top of one of those really big waterslides. He pressed a button, opened the door, and stepped 
inside. He started, “This is it for me. Once Iam gone you must also enter the capsule with your 
watch. Using the capsule is the only way to get to the exact point in time from when you got 
here. The watch can only teleport you any other time than that.” He gave me a determined smile 
and said “It was an honor.” and in a bright blue flash, he was gone. The room fell silent. The 
Universe stood still, awaiting my next move. I snapped out of it, pressed the same button that 
Elder did, and walked into the machine. The calculations had already been pre-set, so I didn’t 
have to do anything. There was a loud, electric buzzing noise that started getting louder, then all 


of a sudden I was back in the room I started in before I got here, as if nothing had happened. 


July 12, 2024 

I was back, in a flash. Literally. It felt as if everything that had just happened didn’t, a weird 
feeling. I brushed it off, figuring it's best I continue the mission. To my surprise, There was a 
knock at the door. I opened it to find a man standing there. He was tall and very strong. He was 
wearing a military outfit and had many badges. He stepped aside and a smaller man walked 


forward. He had a fancy suit on and an american flag pin on his chest. He started “I am Timothy 


Clark, head of the CIA. We are here to retrieve the tech.” I was confused, I was told to burn the 
tech, how did these guys know about it? The man continued “We were informed via the president 
that an older version of you had technology that is to be given to the United States government.” 
I handed the man the technology and the man in the military outfit brought it to an armored truck 
that was in the street. He thanked me, and told me I was doing the world a favor. “Thank you 
son, the president thanks you. Never speak of this to anyone, and you will be compensated for 
your hard work. You will be sent a letter with a code that you can insert into your bank account 
that will automatically insert 4 billion dollars.” I stood there, surprised. Like a deer in headlights. 
“T know it's a lot, but you must agree to never bring this up ever.” I nodded, signed a document 
he held out, and went back inside. Still shocked by everything that had just happened. I went 
upstairs to where I returned, and found the watch. I tapped it to see if it still worked, which 


clearly it did. 


April 16, 1933 

I was back in Berlin, but things were different. There were no Nazi banners and things were 
much more calm, less tension in the air. I reached into my pocket, and grabbed a piece of paper. I 
read it, and suddenly felt a need to complete one last task. I looked around and found a young 
boy, not too much younger than me. I approached him. “Hello sir, can you hold onto this for 
me?” The boy took the note and looked up in confusion. “What is this?” I responded “Don’t lose 
it or share it with anyone. Head to Brandenburg gate, there is a shop there I need you to share 
this note with. I'll see you again Rainier, Wolfgang Rainier” The last thing I saw before returning 


to my room was the look of shock and horror on a boy's face. 


July 12, 2024 (again) 

The first thing I did was check my email to find a letter from the CIA. The note read: The tech 
has been sent to our facility and successfully destroyed per your wish. The world thanks you for 
your effort and gives you this code for the money. 5 7 45. 

I put the code into my bank account and sure enough, there was 4 billion deposited. I stayed 
calm, and thought of how to explain this to my parents, but before that I grabbed my watch, 


threw it to the floor, and crushed it under my foot. 


